A  PORTENT  IN  VIGO   STREET
Tellow Book save that he speaks of it as dead. Dead!
Death-mask, indeed! Far from it. Ever since it
became known that I was engaged on this history of
John Lane and his publishing house, I have received
endless letters, many of them from the United States,
asking me this or that question about The Tellow Book.
A little while ago a lady wrote me a charming letter from
that country. It enclosed a formidable questionnaire to
which she politely requested me to supply the answers,
for, she said, she was preparing a monograph on The
Tellow Book which she intended to present as a thesis
for the doctorate of letters at some American university!
To all such questioners I feel inclined to make answer
and say: 'If you would know the origin of The Tellow
Book) then bring me back John Lane or Elkin Mathews
or my old colleague Frederic Chapman, who knew every-
thing, if he did not always divulge it.    Frederic Chap-
man it was who gave me my first practical lesson in the
art of window-dressing, that far-off morning when he and
I filled the window of the little shop in Vigo Street—the
original Bodley Head—with Tellow Books^ and nothing
but Tellow Books, creating such a mighty glow of yellow
at the far end of Vigo Street that one might have been
forgiven for imagining for a moment that some awful
portent had happened, and that the sun had risen in
the West.    I dare say that the origin of The Tellow
Book) as time goes on, will become as doubtful as Homer's
birthplace and that legends  concerning  it will  never
cease to accumulate.    But never call it dead!
It was the deliberate and avowed intention of the
founders of The Tellow Book to do something new and
daring. The word new was destined to assume its
Latin significance and to convey the implication of
something revolutionary. Harland in his early thirties,
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